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wall made by the Madras Sappers, this left wing of
the enemy suffered so severely that it was unable to
make any head. Napier had told the grenadier com-
pany to defend the opening to the last man, and nobly
did they answer his behest. The captain of the company,
Tew, died at his post, but no enemy passed the gap
thatjlay.

Meanwhile the fight on the edge of the dry channel
went on with a sameness of fierceness that makes its
recital almost monotonous. In no modern battle that
we read of is the actual shock of opposing forces more
than a question of a few moments' duration. Here at
k Meanee it is a matter of hours. For upwards of three
hours this red line is fighting that mass of warriors at
less than a dozen yards' distance, and often during the
long conflict the interval between the combatants is not
half as many feet. Over and over again heroic actions
are performed in that limited area between the hosts
that read like a page from some dim combat of Homeric
legend. The commander of the Twenty-Fifth Bombay
Sepoys, Teesdale, seeing the press of foemen in front of
his men to be more than his line can stand, spurs into
the midst of the surging mass, and falls, hewing his
enemies to the last. But his spirit seems to have quitted
his body only to enter into the three hundred men who
have seen him fall, and the wavering line bears up again.
So, too, when the Sepoy regiment next in line has to bear
the brunt of the Beloochee charge, the commanding officer,
Jackson, rides forward into the advancing enemy and
goes down amid a whirl of sword-blades, his last stroke
crashing through a shield vainly raised to save its owner's
life, and beats back the Beloochee surge. M'Murdo